Arrival in

Meanwhile our consort was giving trouble. We finally
found her panting on a wrong track, and had to hoot at
intervals to keep her straight before us. Then she broke
down. After some consultation, we prodded her with our
radiator from behind: it was a strange way of dealing with
desert transport, but this gentle encouragement appeared
to be all that she required, and we went on gaily side by
side. When the dawn broke, we saw the lands of the
Euphrates and dark patches of palms.

Passports and customs at Ramadi, Fallujah's bridge of
boats, a run over the flat land between the rivers, and
then Baghdad with all but its sand-coloured minarets
hidden in palm groves. It seems incredible, but we are
there.
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